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doesn't like it. And mind your knees ! He's playful a%
times, and tries to snap at your knees with his teeth. Well/
off we go ! "
It was some five miles to Sukhoi dell.  They had soon
covered the distance, and were close to the woods by sunrisd,
On the fringe Gregor dismounted and helped Aksinia ofr
her horse.
" Well, how did you find it ? Riding horseback* is hard
when you're not used to it ? " he asked with a smile.
Crimson with the gallop, Aksinia flashed her black eyes
at him.
" It's fine ! Better than going on foot. Only my legs .. ,"
She smiled with embarrassment. " You turn round, Grisha,
and I'll have a look. Something's pinching the skin . . .
it must have got chafed."
" That's  nothing,  that'll pass  off,"  he  reassured her.
ft Walk about a bit, for your legs are trembling a little.'^
He screwed up his eyes and said in a bantering tone :  " All,
you cossack lass ! "
At the very head of the dell he found a small glade, and
said:
" This'U be our camp ; make yourself at home, Ksinia."
He unsaddled the horses, hobbled them, and laid the
saddles and his weapons under a bush. A copious, heavy
dew lay on the grass, and beneath the dew the grass seemed
dove-grey ; but on the slope, where an early morning gloom
still lurked, it gleamed a dull azure. -Orange bumble bees
were dozing in the half opened chalices of the flowers.
Skylarks were ringing above the steppe; in the grain, in;
the aromatic steppe grasses the quails were calling : " Time*
for bed! Time for bed ! " Close to an oak bush Gregor
crushed down the grass and stretched himself out with his
head on a saddle. The thunderous tattoo of the quails'
struggles, the stupefying song of the skylarks, and the
warm wind, floating from beyond the Don, from sands
which had burned with heat all night, all disposed him to
sleep. Others could do as they liked, but for Gregor, who
had not slept for several nights in succession, it was time
for sleep. The quails convinced him and, overcome with
sleep,^ he closed his eyes. Aksinia sat down beside him and
was silent, thoughtfully plucking the violet petals of a flower
with her lips.